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Houses, boats, 
clothes, furniture, 
and milk shakes, 
all made of bubbles! 

Don't believe it 7 

Turn to page 10. 


A snail went 
travelling one day :. 

Read page 7, 


From under my 
hat come clouds 
of steam... 


Misha has designed 
a robot. Help him 
to colour it. 
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GOLDEN j FISH FROM JURMALA 




X' 




An Old man lived with his old wife at the edge of a deep 
Glue sea" — that's how my favourite fairy-tale, "The 
fisherman and the Fish", begins. For a long time I'd 
wanted to go to the sea so that I could meet the golden 
fish, too. But Mum always said "You need to grow a little 
more " At last I grew enough and we went to the sea. And 
not just any old way— we took a plane and when it landed 
we were in the Latvian city of Jurmala. 


1 Ale stayed in a b ; g white building that 
’^looked like a ship. It even had ba’<* 
conies like decks. The budding was called a 
holiday hotel and a let cf boys and girls 
were staying there with their parents. 

From our window l could see the sea? it 
was really close and deep, deep blue. We 
ran down to the beach. And there. . . Oh, it 
was so interesting! Kids sat right by the 
water's edge and built towers, castles and 
skyscrapers out of sand. One girl came over 
to me and asked: "Would you like to build 
with us?" I said "Yes’’. The kids made room 
for me and I started to build, too — a 
spaceport and a rocket glider. They came 
out great! 

The girl said her name was Inga and that 
she was from Jurmala. There was a boy, 
too, Mamat from the city of Alma Ata. They 
don't have a sea there but they do have 
gardens and apples. Mamat invited us all to 
come visit him. And Kolia told us that he 
lives by a sea, only not by a blue sea : by the 
White Sea. It's so cold that only seals swim 
in it. Kolia's Dad is the captain of an 
icebreaker and Kolia wants to become a 
captain, too. 

We kids swam a lot, played "he", rode 
the waves, went on boat trips, ate a lot of 
yummy ice cream and whipped cream. 

But our parents' holidays ended and we 
had to leave. Later in the train Mum said: 
"It was just like in the fairy-tale, except we 
didn't meet the golden fish." That's when I 
remembered it. I started to feel really bad 
that I hadn't seen the golden fish. 

"But the golden fish probably saw us," 
Dad said, patting me, "saw us and made 
sure that the sun was bright and the sea 
was warm and that you made lots of good 
friends." 

And 1 said: "Thank you, Golden Fish 
from Jurmala, we'll be back.” 

MISHA. 198b 
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THE ADVENTURES OF ELECTRONIC 



Tha lr**on began 
Mathematician Tar a tar 
r#f«lafvch «*• the kid* cal 
lad him, called first on tha 
claM IrmilMamak*** Mak.u 
Goosav With a good btl ol 
help Makar was able to 
make the drawing on the 
board 'Who can give me a 
twtlar proof of i ha 
lhaoram*' the teachai 
ask* t "I know hwanty fivw 
proof*.* Efactronn. laid 
The dass Iror* Sono/ha. 
who hAd nav«« axcalfad at 
math* glibly proved tha 
difficult theorem And by 
different method*, too a* 
the ancient Greeks, Chin 
e*e and Arab* had and 
even as the beat 
mathematician* do today 
'Sit down. Setio/ha.' the 
teacher said Tm giving 
you a A » r Attar tha bell 
the kids gathered round the 
hero of the hour 


Senoirtwi got Electronic 

set up in a closet We 1 
think about what to do 
with you later, but lor 
the time being read 






Catching sight ol Electronic the dog began to growl, 
and its hair stood on end. In its trainer Mad Sausage 
sensed something hostile and iron. So the dog had 
to be removed from the flat. After this unsuccessful 
experiment Seriozha asked Electronic "When are 
you ever going to become a person? Go to school 
now and earn me some excellent marks " 


("HiPil fu>m ,V 0 9 

ng Seriozha realised that he 
1 d th«- theorem the class had 
| d that he would lie in hot 
ol Electronic was as 


«< ■ ■ « d 'What's so hard about that." he 
exclaimed and adduced a dozen proofs of 
rhe troublesome theorem Then Seriozha 
had a brainstorm "You could go to school 
instead of me 1 After all. no one can tell us 
apart. * 


Goosev yefled the loudest "Ha! Ha' We 
have a new Taratarych 1 ' And with his 
hands he made a nose and donkey ears at 
Electronic Electronic jumped up onto a 
desk, grabbed the cheeky fellow by the 
collar and. holding him at arms length, 
calmly said ”1 don't tease and I don’t fight 
Remember that. Goose 1 ' His legs wnyyl 
tog, Makar whispered Til remember. 
Seriozha. I promise ' 


"Young man, why are you ruining 
my act?" the trainer asked Electronic 
in a whisper "I want to shake his 
paw," the robot replied and 
"growled" once more The bear held 
out its paw The audience burst into 
applause. And a surprised Seriozha 
wondered happily "Is Electronic the 
best trainer in the world, too 7 " 


Seriozha suggested to 
Electronic that they 
celebrate the victory by 
going to the circus The 
tickets they got put 
them at different ends of 
the hall. The clowns, 
higglers and acrobats all 
performed Finally, the 
most interesting part of 
all- the mixed animal 
groups- was an 

nounced and four 
legged artists entered 
the ring. 


Suddenly a brown bear hopped off 
his bicydo. stood up on his hind legs 
and mounted the stairs scaring the 
audience A muffled growl was 
heard coming from the gallery It 
was Electronic giving a perfect im 
nation of the boar 


"How did you do it 7 " Seriozha 
asked the robot on the way 
home "I just decided to figure 
out how people tame animals," 
Electronic replied. "But you're 
not a person," Seriozha pro- 
tested "Though you did a great 
|ob with thett bear 1 Maybe you 
could come to an understanding 
with Mad Sausage?" 


Mad Sausage was a 
mongrel dog that 
lived in Seriozha s 
courtyard It wasr* t 
too hard to lure him 
into the flat with a 
tidbit 
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fc3* V INHALE... 
EXHALE 


"One summer a bunch of boys were 
jumping from some cliffs along the 
seashore into the water. Then, sudden- 
ly... One of them jumped — and didn't 
come back up. What should they do? 
Fortunately, an experienced swimmer 
was close at hand. Taking a deep breath, 
he dove. One minute passed, two, and 
still he had not reappeared. Only towards 
the end of the third minute did the 
swimmer surface with the little boy, 
saved. If that swimmer had not learned 
how to breathe correctly he probably 
would not have been able to stay under 
water so long. 

Breathing correctly — deeply and 

through the nose — is not just something 
sportsmen should know how to do. The 
person who breathes right feels good 
and has no fear of colds or sore throats. 
Happily, it's not hard to learn at all. 

Here is the first exercise. Pretend you 
have a rose in your hand. "Smell" it. 
Close your mouth and take a deep breath 
just through your nose. Exhale. Start by 
inhaling through both nostrils, then 
through each in turn. 

A good exercise for learning to exhale 
is the "hurricane". Place several pieces 
of paper on a table, stand about one 
metre away, take as big a breath as you 
can (through your nose!) and blow. The 
little pieces of paper should fly in every 
direction. Be a "hurricane" 6-8 times and 
try to scatter the pieces of paper as far 
apart as possible. 

And finally the "gurgling" exercise. 
Fill the sink with warm water, take a deep 
breath and... Put your head in the water 
and gurgle until you run out of air. 

Start any sort of gymnastics with 
breathing exercises. 


Drawings 

by VLADIMIR UBOREVICH-BOROVSKY 
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SNAIL WENT 
TRAVELLING 


' A snail went travelling one day, 

" Alow , what is it I want to take? 

A cup and a kettle. 

A pan and a pail 

I'll need them for sure," 

Decided the snail. 

"Grandfather's clock. 

This painting so dear. 

Dry strawberries, too, 

I shall need them, I fear. 

The porch with the garden. 

The gate with the lock; 

To pack is a nuisance. 

To travel — hard work. 

My home's a strange thing, 

A strange thing, indeed: 

I miss it awfully as soon as I leave. 


I think I shall take it 
With me in one piece: 
The attic, the chimney. 
The roof.... Oh, please — 
Don't laugh, oh no! 

Just help me to load 
My home on my back. 
And I'm off for the road. 
I'm off for a journey 
Around the globe. 

The going may be tough 
For the road's unknown. 
But I shall feel fine 
And forever at home. 


Drawing 
by IGOR OLEINIKOV 
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VITALY KORZHIKOV 


In the autumn, at the time when the roads were 
at their most impassable, Sasha, a pilot, wj . 
asked to deliver mail, provisions and a young 
horse named Dubok to the distant taiga river 
Lada. 

Delivering provisions and mail are all in a 
day's work for Sasha. But taking horses up in a 
light plane is a very dangerous business. If the 
horse becomes frightened in mid-air it can 
break up a plane with a few blows from its 
hooves. But the only way to get to the thickest 
part of the forest, beyond the mountains and 
the swamps, is by plane. And without a good 
horse in this kind of weather a geologist just 
would not get along 

That is why taking horses to the Lada was 
nothing new to Sasha. 

As usual, Sasha got a handful of lump sugar 
at the cafeteria and went to the plane where the 
brown, sinewy horse was already standing. At 
first Dubok timidly cast sideways glances at the 
ramp and resisted being led up it. The geolog- 
ist, who pulled at the end of its bridle, only 
swore at the horse in vain. 

But when Sasha put a lump of sugar under 
Dubok's muzzle the horse stretched out its lips, 
and already for the second piece it walked up 
the ramp towards the door. 

Sasha got behind the controls and looked 
around. The most dangerous part lay ahead. 

The plane sped down the runway and began 
to gain altitude. Dubok started to quiver. He 
cast his eyes from side to side and his pupils 
grew large and dark with fear. Although he 
could not see it, he sensed that an abyss was 
opening up beneath his legs. But the horse 
behaved well. Soon this was like any other 
flight. A village flashed by below A group of 
boys waved at the familiar plane. Finally, a 
crimson forest blazed up below and there, in 
the middle, glittered a little river — the Lada. 

Soon to the right of it appeared the geolog- 
ists' hut and a small landing strip. 

"Well, that's that. Looks like the worst is 


shoulder from which an old double-barrelled 
shotgun hung. 

"Well, all right," said Sasha. 

Fomich dragged the sack into the plane, 
and, unslinging his gun, opened it. A spotted 
head, grey tufts sprouting from its ears, looked 
out. 

"A fine beast," Sasha said and got behind 
the controls. 

Light clouds floated towards the plane. Far 
off, blue bands of rain stretched down from 
dark stormclouds. Now and again between the 
plane and the ground flocks of birds flew 
southwards over the autumnal forest. 

Fomich smoked and, clutching the gun 
between his legs, sighed. How lovely it was! 
The motor purred. Calm lay over everything. 

"You should keep an eye on that sack!" 
Sasha yelled, but the hunter just dismissed his 
advice with a wave of his hand: everything was 
fine, the lynx wasn't going anywhere. 

And, nodding, he again admired the autumn 
scenery. 

"Beautiful!" 

"Beautiful!" Sasha nodded in agreement. 

Suddenly he looked around, as if sensing 
that something was amiss. And at that moment 
two green eyes flashed at him. 

The lynx was preparing to spring. "The 
lynx!" Sasha shouted to Fomich. 

The hunter lost his head for a second, but 
then raised his gun and was about to press the 
trigger when over the noise of the motor he 
heard Sasha yell, "Hold on" and grabbed the 
door; the plane shot upwards. The lynx hung 
suspended in the air for a moment and then 
tumbled backwards. Fomich lost his grip and 
toppled after the cat, dropping his gun. 

"It'll tear him apart," thought Sasha, and 
just as quickly threw the plane into a dive. He 
recalled how horses freeze in terror when a 
plane drops into an air pocket. 

The lynx was pressed up against the side of 
the plane. Fomich lay alongside her. He held on 
to the beast's back with one hand and with the 
other he fumbled for his gun. 

"Too bad if we had to shoot it," Sasha 


thought. "Such a beautiful beast!" And he 
turned the plane on its side. Animal and hunter 
tumbled to the right. Right, left, right, left.... 

Sasha glanced back. The lynx looked to- 
wards the cabin, at him. But now its eyes did 
not burn. They had become dull and were 
slowly closing. 

"Aha, you're being rocked to sleep, my little 
passenger," he thought and once again began 
to turn the plane from side to side. He was 
already flying over the village where the boys 
he knew lived They thought the pilot was 
dipping the wings so energetically for them 
and they ran after him for a long time. 

But Sasha didn't notice them. His thoughts 
were entirely on getting to the airport as soon 
as possible. The plane shuddered and Sasha 
worried that maybe the old girl wouldn't 
withstand all this shaking. 

The radio operator felt poorly and leaned 
back in his seat. Fomich lay beside the lynx and 
held onto its head. Now he saw neither the 
taiga, nor the ground, nor the approaching 
airfield. 

"All right, we're almost there," Sasha said to 
himself. 

At last the plane touched the ground, 
bounced a few times and came to a stop. 

Sasha got out of his seat and looked around: 
the lynx was sprawled as though its spotted 
pelt was all that was left of it. On top lay 
Fomich, shaking his head. Swaying slightly 
Sasha picked up a belt, helped the hunter bind 
the predator's paws and said: "A fine beast. 
And most importantly, it's alive!" 

Then he picked up the gun, extracted the 
unused cartridges from the barrels, tossed 
them in the air and then handed them to the 
moaning Fomich. 

Abridged 


Illustrated 
by VICTOR SKRYLEV 


over," said Sasha H- landed the plane and led 
the shaking Dubok Cut into the clearing. 

Then he helped the geologists unload the 
provisions, turned tlieii newspapers and letters 
over to them, gave the horse another lump of 
sugar in parting and began to get ready for the 
return trip. Suddenly two hunters ran into the 
clearing, the well known trapper Fomich and 
his partner. They carried an enormous sack in 
their arms. 

"Whew, barely made it!" Fomich said 
panting, and then added "Please take me with 
you, back to town, Sasha." 

"With the animal?" Sasha asked. 

"A lynx! Just bagged it today," Fomich 
boasted as he shook the pine needles out of his 
beard. 

Sasha was wary: a lynx would be some 
passenger! But Fomich reassured him: "She's 
quiet now. I didn't have time to build a cage, 
but she’s bound with straps. And I have 
something else, just in case " He shrugged the 
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Makoto Osdki from 
Japan is only slightly 
over one-year-old but he 
has already made it to 
the top of Mt. Island in 
the Himalayas. The 
brave little rock climber 
ascended the peak on 
his father's back 


If you were to take the 
amount of thread a 
spider would have to 
produce to encircle the 
globe at the equator the 
skein would only weigh 
a little over 300 
grammes 


Two walrus life guards 
will soon appear on the 
beaches of Copacabana 
in Brazil. The animals 
arc now learning to take 
hfesavers to drowning 
people and nudge them 
towards the shore. Wal- 
ruses have great endur- 
ance and can swim 40 
kilometres an hour 


An English inventor. An- 
thony Howarth, has de- 
signed and built a 
wooden automobile. 
This unusual vehicle 
covered a 

uisiaiitc of 30.000 

kilometres, travelling 
from the Polar Circle to 
the equator. 
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<vn soap bubbles at 
right 7 

-to ha'? a glass of 
I’y'cer.ne. Then you 
- ft frothed, got a 
■ 'idescent bubbles 


stored 
straw — a 
fioetei thrc , 

V. i - ; a pompous but stupid 

peop e some* ' ts ; 5 y he's “as puffed up 
as a soap bubo Which is to say that 
on the outside he s pompous and hand- 
some but there's nothing inside. 

Is there really nothing inside a bubble? 
What about the air you used to blow it 7 
That super fine film of soapy water 
surrounds a ball of air. 

Bubbles, bubbles.. When there are a 
lot of them they are called foam or suds. 
The very same suds that seem to appear 
out of nowhere when you wash your 
hands. By the way, here's a little secret to 
keep in mind— the better a lather you 
work up with your soap the cleaner your 
hands will be. 

But what if the film between the 
bubbles is made of something other than 
soapy water? Say, of milk, ice cream and 
fruit syrup 7 Then that foam, made in a 
mixer, is a yummy milk shake. 

Foam does not last long. The bubbles 
gradually burst, the air that was inside 
them escapes and the foam settles. But 
man has learned how to make hard 
foam. For example, he took mortar, 
whipped it, let it harden and he had foam 
concrete, a construction material that 
can be used just about everywhere. It can 
do everything ordinary concrete does, 
but weighs less. 

If air bubbles are surrounded by a film 


of plastic a different wonder material U 
born — foam rubber It »s precisely one- 
hundred times lighter than ordinary cast 
p’astic because foam rubber largely con- £f~ 
sists of air. For this reason foam rubber is , f 
practically unsmkable and is used to V 
make light boats and buoys. And how 
many shipwreaked people have been 
saved thanks to life vests made of foam 
rubber' 

The air bubbles hidden in foam rubber 
are wonderfully elastic. Even the most 
fragile instruments can withstand bumps 
and jolts when packed in foam rubber, *| 

And not long ago Finnish scientists used 
foam rubber to make — beehives! The t 
bees were immediately pleased with 
their new homes. In winter these hives 
are warm while in summer they protect 
the insects from the intense heat. What is 
more, bees that live in foam rubber hives 
get sick less often. 

Take a look and see how many kinds 
of "foam" there are around you! We 
wear jackets filled with a foam called 
porolon. The pillows on our easy chairs 
and couches are made of porolon, too. If 
a fire occurs we can put it out with the 
help of the foam in fire extinguishers. We 
even eat foam! 

Take, for example, two egg whites and 
beat them. Add half a glass of sugar and 
beat again. Now you have a stiff white 
foam. Place it in mounds on a baking 
sheet and bake for twenty minutes. What 
did you get? 

That's right— meringue! 

OLEG NAZAROV 
Illustrated 

by ANATOLY DUBOVIK 


Scanned by CamScanner 





A T *| * < • • 
»►, irVON • MACNA7RU' 


«A, THE 


One servant gratified onto Ifwr old min i 
•*V)* •fuJ a second gratified onto his 
Soon a long th**»n ol people hong m ttw 

Ait 


But it** magic bird »ov* higher and 
higher 7 lie old man became afraid, fet 
go and fell, taking all tfie servants with 
him 


Overjoyed the o«d man jumped op from 
tf*e place wt^-re he was sitting And then 
vat down again after »ti. you couldn’t 
betray the erne who had saved you from 


market, sell it and buy some bread “ The 
bird felt sorry for the old man and said: 
"Go home You'll never be hungry 
again " 


he was at the bazaar he heard the town 
crier say "Whoever finds Kakhka will 
receive half the state " 


starving But the town crier had already 
spotted the fisherman and took turn to 
the ruler, saying "This man knows 
vomethmg about the mag*: bird * 


When darkness fell Kakhka came to the 
old man s home and left an enormous 
fish And d»<t vo every n«ght thereafter. 
The fisherman grew rich One day when 


"I have gone blind," the ruler said. "But if 
I can wash my eyes with Kakhka's blood I 
will see again. Catch the bird and half the 
state is yours." 


The old man agreed to do it He hid the 
ruler's servants under the tree on which 
Kakhka alighted And next to it he set out 
various delicacies At midnight the 
fisherman said to the bird "Please come 
down I've prepared everything with my 
own hands After all, I haven't once 
thanked you for what you've done " 


Kakhka flew down onto the carpet. The 
old man grabbed the bird by the legs But 
then something unexpected hap 
pened— it flapped its powerful wings and 
took off. 


Once ujion a time the magic Kakhka saw 
an old fisherman who had only one small 
f»sh to show for his day's work "What 
will you do with it 7 " "HI go to the 


L 


t? 


✓ 
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Drawing by &VI7RY 


I stand on the roof by day and by night 
I have no ears, no eyes, but my sight 
And hearing perfect forever have been 
You II guess what 

I am when you look on the screen. 


From under my hat 
Come clouds jf 
steam 
My belly 
with water 
Is filled to the brim 


THE WHITE CRANES ARE DANCING 


Uni 




5 




y I 


?m 


r- ** 


i. 


»V- 




5 




•38m*- 


* doh't stumble! | 
wonthr if th- »> •■/ /voulri help? Oh, if only 
were a tut tony r. ' Y 

A fledgling whim crane takes his first stops 
In just a litilp while this youngster will ho hard 
to recognise. He; nock and logs will lengthen 
his reddish fluff will turn into blindingly white 
plummayn, his hill will grow and on his head a 
bright rod cap will appear And how easily, with 
what grace hr; will begin to move! Especially 
when ho performs springtime dances! 

Look! A pair of cranos have stopped hunt- 
ing for frogs and turned to face one another. 
Why isn't there any music? The dance 
has begun! 

The cranes bow, hop and flirtateously bend 
their necks. Then, suddenly, they flap their 
wings, shoot into the air and circle over one 
spot. Next they find pebbles or twigs on the 
ground, start tossing them into 
the air and catching them 
in flight. Or they assume 
odd poses for one 
another. Generally 
speaking, there are 
a lot of cranes in 
the world— ten 
different types in 
all. The most com- 
mon is the grey era 
ne. Thcso can even be 
tamed. Tamed cranes 
maintain order in poul- 
try yards and are just 
as good as dogs at 
scaring away interlopers. 
But the white crane is rare. 

There are only about four hundred such 
cranes in the world. They build their nests in 
the USSR— in western Siberia and 
Yakutia— and fly south to India for tho winter. 
To help the white cranes hatch their young, 
scientists find their nests in tho tundra, take one 
egg from each and hatch the fledglings in 
incubators. 


SAVVA NOVIN 


Photographs 
by GEORGI SMIRNOV 
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V; Misha's rj 
- PICTURE ^ 
GALLERY 
(Answer) 


"Once upon a time there 
was a little qirl. One day the 
girl went off to the forest to 
gather wild strawberries 
and there she met an old 
woman"— so begins "The 
Magic Pot That Cooked 
Sweet Porridge", a fairy-tale 
by the Grimm brothers. The 
little girl offered the old 
woman some strawberries 
and was given a magic pot 
in return. One only had to 
say "Little pot, boil!" and it 
would cook as much sweet 
porridge as you wanted. 
And on the cue "Little pot, 
stop!" it would immediately 
stop cooking. The girl 
thanked the old woman, 
took the little pot and went 
home. After that the mother 
and daughter lived in plenty 
and there was always food 
on the table. 

One day when girl was 
out visiting some of her 
friends the mother asked the 
pot to boil. But she couldn't 
remember the magic words 
for making the pot stop. And 
so the porridge filled the 
whole room, spread from 
the room onto the porch and 
then out into the street. And 
still the pot went on cooking 
more porridge. The little girl 
noticed the porridge- 
flooded streets and rushed 
back home. There she 
pushed her way onto the 
porch and screamed, "Little 
pot, stop!" And the pot 
stopped. True, it had cooked 
so much already that people 
had to eat their way through 
porridge. But no one com- 
plained since it was so 
scrumptious! 




MISHA'S LITTLE TEASES 




"My Friend". Mariela Gutierrez, Argentina 



In this year's February Issue of Mir.h.l you learned lo 
rnaku paper cut outs. Katia Gribacheva did moro 
than just make a baby elephant, she made up a 
Story about it: 

THE LITTLE 

ELEPHANT’S 

HOLIDAYS 

When the Elephant’s school broke up for 
the summer he set off for his native India to 
try and find himself a friend there. The first 
thing he did when he got there was to look 
up his mummy and daddy; then he put a 
brand-new cloth on his back and went for a 
stroll in the jungle. There he came across a 
small village where he met a little Indian 
girl. They became good friends. And when 
it was time to leave the girl said, “Come 
back soon.” 


"Blacksmith". Agnes Sata, Hungary 
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THE STORIES OFl 
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>j grew whiter .nd whiter and 
a peasant smell filled the air. 


Even the grapes were special 
on that island — they were 
all milk inside, and loaves 
of bread grew right 
m the fields 



The birds here 
built nests 
with giant trees 
and laid eggs 
the size of barrels. 

One of the birds 
clutched our captain 
in its talons, soared 
high into the sky 
and dropped him into 
the sea. It took 
him hours to swim 
back to us. 


BARON MUNCHAUSEN 


fUron MunchMMn — the mod truthful men 
on eerth — Ms already recounted quite a few 
of hrs extraordinary adventures to Misha s 
readers. You can read them m the May. 
June and July issues for 1385 and m the 
August and September issues for 1986 



As the Ship was 
leaving the 
Cheese Island, 
the trees twice 1 
bowed tow to 
us and 
straightened 
up again. 
Naturally. I 
bowed bock 
to them. 


On we sa.ied without a compass 
when suddenly we were confronted 
by a gigantic fish 


Feeling thirsty it opened its cavernous 
jaws and in went our ship 
right into its mouth a’ong 
wdh the water Here. I must 
confess, even the feariess 
rne trembled with fright. 



It was pretty dark inside the fish's belly. At any rate it took 
us some time before we could make out other ships. 

The fish took a drink of water twice a day, otherwise 
it was quite dry and we walked about chatting 
with sailors from all over the world Some 
had lived inside the fish for years After carefully 
thinking the matter over, I suggested 
the fish opened its mouth 
and then sticking two 
firm masts between 
its jaws to prop 
them open And 
what we did 
monster was 
to close its 
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/'AS£\7S A VO CHADRE* 


MA.HAJL ZOSHCHENXO 

Petia wasn't such a small kid any more. He 
was four. 

But Mummy thought he was sti'.i a tiny 
baby. She spoon-fed him, led him by the 
hand and dresses him in the morning. 

One cay ? et'3 woke up m his little bed 
and Mummy began dressing him. 

Ha\i , 'g f misled, she stood him up by the 
bed. 5„: Petia cropped down cn the fioor. 

Mummy thought he W 3 S just being 
najght\ and stood him up cnoe more. But 
he fe . down again 

Mummy yyas surprised and stood him 
up for o third time. And again down the 
chi d went. 

Then Mummy got frightened and rang 
up 03ddy at his office 

She said to Daddy. 

‘Co^e home scon. There's something 
the mane' w ith cur little fccy . He can’t stand 

up.’ 

So Daddy came home and sa d: 

‘Rubb.s" Our n e boy knows perfectly 
yse hew to wa v and run." 

And K e stood tr.e boy up cn the carpet. 
The boy was about to make for his toys but 
down he plopped again— for the fourth 
time now. 

Dadd, said: 

"We must ca i the doctor at cnce. Our 

bey m^st he i 

Sc may ca eo in the doctor. 

The doctor aniyed yy earing spectacles 
c 'c a stethoscope 

The d:-cto' said to Petia: 

■,Yna:$ me meaning of this? Why do 
ye j veep fa nq down?" 

ret;3 r ep ; ;ed: 

"Beats me I just can t seem to stand up 
today’ 

The doctor burned to Mummy and said. 

'Undress me child, please. I’d like to 
e*a~ : r>e K m." 

Sc Mummy undressed Petia and the 
doctor listened to his chest- 
22 



He listened through his stethoscope and 

said: 

'The chi ! d is perfectly healthy. I can't 
imagine why he should be falling doyvn all 
the time. Dress him again and st3nd him up 
on his feet." 

Mummy quickly dressed the boy and 
stood him up on the floor. And the doctor 
put on his spectacles to get a better look at 
the boy falling down. 

As soon as they stood the boy on his 
feet, down he went. 


TORY 


The doctor, utterly beyvildered, said: 

'You'd better call in a professor of 
medicine. Perhaps he can tell you yvhy this 
child keeps fa ’ling.' 

So while Daddy went off to call a 
professor in came Petia’s friend, little Kolia. 

Kolia looked at Petia and said laughing: 

'I knoyv yvhy Petia is falling doyvn all the 
time." 

The doctor said: 

'Will you get a load of that! This tiny tot 
knows better than I why it is that children 
fall down." 

Kolia said: 

'Just look at Petia's dothes. One trouser 
leg is dangling empty and both his legs are 
stuffed into the other one. That’s yvhy he 
keeps falling down." 

Everyone oh-ed and ah-ed. 

Petia said: 

"It is Mummy, she is always dressing 
me.” 

The doctor said: 

'Forget the professor of medidne. We 
knoyv why the child is falling doyvn." 

Mummy said: 

'In the morning I yvas in a rush to get his 
porridge ready, and just now I was too 
upset. Which explains yvhy his trousers are 
on wrong. 

Kolia said: 

“I always get dressed myself, so no silly 
mix-ups like that can ever happen to me. 
Groyvn-ups always mess up.' 

Petia said: 

'From now I’ll dress myself." 

And everyone laughed. Even the doctor. 
Then he said good-bye to everybody and 
went about his business. 

Daddy went back to work. Mummy yvent 
into the kitchen. And Kolia and Petia. left in 
the bedroom, started playing with toys. 

And the next day Petia put on his 
trousers himself and that was the end of 
silty mix-ups for him. 

Drawing by VLADIMIR MOCHALOV 
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CHILDREN AMD PARENTS 


A tnr ee-year^d Vasa e*.a~*ned r_s tanc 
meddathrefy s'v S3>d 

"Thfs finger s ft's f name be Lde 

and hs Surrame must be Finger." 


fra took a tong dm-e washing her face. 
FtnaSy she emerged f~on the bathroom and 
declared: 

"Look everybody. Tre sp'ingcea.nec 
my Lace'" 



Sertozha manned boding rrJk: 
"Lock, me mit is g'cwirg up!’ 


Tamara came home after a wa:L 

"Dear, oh dear." her nether groaned. 
"You must have brought home aH the mud 
in the street’" 

"Oh. no. mummy. There's plenty' keft 
where that came from f" 


Tve got a terry sweater." said Lena. 
"Funny it wasn t terry before my kitty got 
held of it’" 


F after was playing with Oleg, tossing him 
high up into the a*. 

"Oh. Daddy , not so high please. I don't warn 
to fall on the sky. 

Prepared by IR1MA YEFIMOVA 
and BORIS SULIMOV 
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COCK-A-DOODLE-DOO ROOSTER 




GOOD AFTERNOON! 

Today well Warn the Russian letters 3. KD. 
R They are printed in yellow. 

Try to write and memorise these letters. 3. 
3 (e), O. k> ox.': £ s iya) 

Try to read them. R— 1 (ya), Tbl— you (ti). 
OH — he i on I Ona — she ianah mw — w , e (mil, 
5b' — you ivi) OH»1— they (am: I These are 
pronouns. 


.. 

Va ' 


my TO LEARN 




- V 


Es >1 HtfTA-TTE — 
YOU REAP 

ir. cfe t:Sar * i 


Let s p'av a game Take some paper cards and 
A-Mte ooA-n a : the verbs and pronouns you know on 
:nem Put the cards lace down «n Two piles, verbs 
and pronouns Dec*Se who w<il be the leader He or 
she should take a card from each pile and read the 
vert and pronoun wider there Those who answer 
make the verb agree with the pronoun For 
example 

Tbl you ti — pronoun 
CJT/UATb to >sten slushat — vert> 

Trie en* we' is Tt» cr/u>aeujb you Irsienti slusha. sh 
t/t> we mi — pronoun 
SETATp to run begat— verb 
Tr,e answer is W» be'aew we run mi bega. m 
r o* eac- cv' *ect answer you tarn or* pomt H you 
‘ai to answer oprrect'y any of the players can help 
i : . and to" a po*nt for a correct answer. After each 
*.jrr rep a*.e r*«e c&rdv at t t»e bofom of the approp 
ft p-e Tr* *irsa person to earn ?0 pomls »s tfw 


ny b r ftATAUA l£BED£VA 


-A3:XA3b»i- 




A or* rr_ 

► <f«iV 


r ' / 


i- Z, — r' 


. ' / A 2P — *- > 




r arA ' m 
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THE LOST MAGIC WAND 


* A MAGIC WAND ANYONE FINDING 
r REQUESTED TO RETURN IT 


spot where the miracle had 
occurred. She noted, how- 
ever, that all the miracles 
happened in the same 
area. So she decided to go 
round to the houses there 
and inquire if there had 
been anything unusual 
happening to anyone. In 
one yard she heard of the 
extraordinary luck Kuzin of 
No. 3 had had: "A mere lad 
and already a cycling 
champion.” A mere lad — a 
champion! The Fairy even 
hopped on one foot with 
joy. Surely, that was a 
miracle! "You call that 
luck!" another boy re- 
torted. "Kuzin spends 24 
hours a day training!" 

And the Fairy knew that 
she had made a mistake. 
After walking on for a 
which she suddenly real- 
ised she had arrived at the 
park where she’d lost her 
wand. A little girl stood by 
the familiar bench, holding 
the magic wand and was 
wishing that the chestnut 
trees grew grapes. And in- 
stantly the trees were 
draped with the fruit But 
five minutes later the 
grapes started dropping on 
to the walk. For, of course, 
they couldn't live on chest- 
nut trees! 

"What's this now?!" the 
girl stamped her foot. She 
waved the wand and the 
grapes flew up obediently. 
But in another five minutes 
they all fell down to the 
ground l.ke hailstones 

Nastia wanted to wave 
the wand some more but 
the Fairy stopped her. 


"It won’t work that 
way." 

"Why not?" 

"Grapes won’t grow on 
chestnut trees. It's un- 
natural." 

"Well then, let it be cher- 
ries. I like cherries, too." 

"Nor cherries. Would 
you like me to teach you to 
use the wand?" 

"No’" yelled the girl and 
raised the wand high. 

Obviously she had 

something evil in mind. 

"Stop! This may be 
dangerous." cried the 

Fairy. 

"Hal" cried Nastia. "I'll 
simply run away and you'll 
never catch me. Now I'll 
wish something for my- 
self." And she cried out, 
"Let there l>e a little 
donkey." 

At once there popped up 
a little donkey by the 
bench Only there was no 
one to ride it, for it was the 
girl herself that had been 
turned into the donkey 
And perhaps she wou’d 
still be one but for the Fairy 
who, luckily, was there all 
the time She picked up the 
abandoned wand and 
waved it and Nastia gal 
loped home. Again as a 
little girl, of course. 

It takes some skill to use 
a magic wand. Remember 
that if you ever come ac- 
ross one. 


GEOFGJ POCWEPTSOV 
Or*w<r 5 s 

tfi v EXATER:NA FOZANTSEVA 
arvi ALEXAADEF PASHKOV 
27 


One day a Fairy godmother sat in a park 
lost in dreams When she got up to go she 
forgot to take her magic wand from the 
bench. 

The o!d lady arrived home, had a cup 
coffee and was just about to conjure up 
piece of cake when she realised she didn't 
have her wand Had she had her wand 
enchantress would have waved it in the 
and found herself in the park in a 
Alas Now the Fairy had to get up 
walk And she was horribly old and 
ever so slowly, so by the time she got to the 
park the wand was no longer on the bench. 
The Fairy grieved for a while and then went 
to a newspaper office. T here she handed in 
a notice 


!»**«:• f ► one look at 
tr r »< *t !*a etnjjiimed: 

f*» kioding 1 
■r <i-' f arid ago* 

A raft, d To prmt 

cel i id for 
:j ■ ' wfty r *et 

•r r , woo kept 

’ In watch 
'i*' f .s«ry too 
/ * wont «#! the 

»< v ' lw fw<h *jf 
wea* tor a watch) 
e*** nirrter 

*r*{| happen* 

ft f«dy r#*morr» 

- '•1 y well that 

✓»♦«*< f i Itv. w«rrl got (tt€s 
on tta- mtrU-f wa* 
~Y& SfMt rc 

rcyrrttmy tiav 
If g iv+r ,K» * m/,*t f 

L - 


wand After all. a magic 
wand has t bOO miracle 
capacity, and ‘ you replace 
tt»e batteries t s good for 
another 200 

Now the meter read 
*?03 miraciet That meant 
that someone had found 
the wand an ; was waving 
it like mad The meter 
ticked on rtvr .cJe» right be 
fore her ve'v eyes — 200. 
210 

The Fairy clutched her 
head Thracn /'d be divattr 
Ou»l In efu'r vy harxH tt»e 
war«d lreha*‘fd bke a wilful 
w<>d pony. 

At t»orri* the fairy )njr 
r«#d to tt*e ovet arxJ got 
out an •ncM»rvt mag*c bi 
cy r wtuch h<id 
fmgottirm vr j i there It t»ad 
o tw very leg wb«. H arid or*e 
*m*:l on# r Berth 


spotted miracles wherever 
they occurred and sent the 
bicycle heading that way. 
The Fairy started pedalling 
for all she was worth. Soon 
she ran into a crowd of 
excited people waving 
their hands in the air. 

"Did you ever? Well, I 
never!" all of them were 
saying at once. "A tram 
came rushing by, suddenly 
stopped and flipped 
around just like that!" 

The Fairy saw that it 
must be the wand's doing. 
And she pedalled on. 

The meter ticked away, 
miracle after miracle. The 
city fountain all of a sudden 
started spouting Fanta in- 
stead of water. True, it only 
lasted some 20 minutes but 
all the children in the 
neighbourhood managed 
to drink their fill! 

Evening set in. The Fairy 
glanced at her wrist. The 
meter read 225. The Fairy 
went home. 

Come morning, she was 
on her bicycle again. But 
try as she could she always 
arrived moments late at the 
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On those pages our old friends Wolf and 
Hare moot again. Wolt thought ho'd mat 
a while after chasing Ham. Anil what 
could ho honor on a hot day than a 
refreshing swim in tho river? 


Al l XANDI It KUIU IANDSKY 
ARKADY KM Alt 

Otflwiriuk by i»Vl lO/AII RUSAKOV 

JUST YOU WAIT! 




So Woll sot off (or tho boach, complcto 
with llippors, a diving mask and a 
harpoon. 



Wh tiddonly What's that? Who's 
(hat 




Wolf picked up a hrick. Not to hurl at 
i Haro, oh no. 

L 

?0 



Simply to draw target circles on the 
poster. 





Wolf yanked at the trident but it wouldn't 
come off. 


He pulled harder — still it wouldn't budge. 
Gave it a mighty wrench... 


Wolf took a do/en steps back, swung his 
arm. took aim and... 


Right in the bull's-eye! First try! Well 
done. Wolf. 
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H'Puf e*wn*i* 0 . m hr* 


A ht 'u.ofjter, a saw and other objects .. 

What ideas did man borrow from nature in making them? 


< an \\**t tell \ahixh the ion , /»>' distance between the green »n,i iitr- re<1 
i'er*il t'i>t or Ixetween the ted anil the yellow ones ’ Use a utter to iheck 


*'•** 4U<Tj* n ere »v*** £*•# garnet 

**e~+ ******* W>.n** /.»« test* 


tjy TiTWiA (#*»i .>:*?• \A 


Whet <t .„• %r+> 

retee end «n f»v- f*tct%oe 
e'ter fte fK*rvt'y ‘<e 

het tie* • T*ter-e ' 


MISMA 

i **p*ts A 

VvSf**«t« 

k 


PwH<»b«*| 

t>f sovtr i*»o* 

I .Mm Jri<M 

NtlraAM GRmACHrV 
r<Hi>«d#d w joif mi 

Mtnagtng I ,M w 

M.khwl $MfAG«* 

CM A TIM 

BO/ASTSI V 

Thrt *»u# «n»i 

(l*wgr«*d M«th 
plftKIpKlOM 

«4 vkiw uuncv 

OK*# 

I Ubtu Uotlmu 
Uoscoe IM772. UiSA 

Ptvit»4 
ti tht htrU 
hr trill*? Fieri 

*• terjuetl 

»Unowt*d9»m«nt 
t 4 •nfth*ng rw^wHeii 

0* r»{»«<Wd 
bo"» the m»?ar**» 


f>0M t«itf 
0#*mQ 

W V BOZAVTMV 
litk c 0 »•' 
BbCtO*r»$A by 
V Kenm 


’ >:jK Cecir-nWre C-erVi**. Hi. 
vfl •■• • Urtwi tU senuet 
*•*« >«vy CHOI. USA 
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lORUM s 

fUUSTftATtO 

MONTMtY . 

i*ubfish< d in f nfliiih. Fr#nch. (4 . rnjn, ©hflariian. Italian. Russian and Spanish 
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